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Samuel Wright, Eh 


Honoured Sir, 


J J f WO ſooner had I T1 
ved to Publiſh the fol- 


Þ lowing Poems, than 1 
was determin'd to whom I ſhould 
Preſent them: The native Can- 
dour with” which you were 
always wont to receive any 


thing 


Te DEDICATIO N. 


un cf milie, fore ſt alld my 
. and left me no rom to 
think of another Patron. | 


TS 
= | 


W hatever other Author's Qua- 
lifcations I. want, J am certainly 
free from his Flattery ; and am 
as far from uſing, as you are from 
bing C..: | 


The Worth of your An- 
ceſtors, the World is very well 
acquainted with; and the Deſerts 
of your own, [I'll rather ſhade, 
than offend your Modeſty, 


The 


4A 
1 ferr'd on me, are ſo great; and 
the following Trifles, ſo incon- 
ſiderable; that I muſt beg your 
Pardon for 'Publiſhing my Gra- 
i titude, and 'tis almoſt a Crime 


| to do my Duty. 105 


The DEDICATION: 
The Obligations you have con- 


I have nothing more to requeſt 
of you but a gratefal Recep- 
tion of theſe following Pages, 
and ſhall deem my ſelf very 

well Rewarded; if they will 

afford you any Divertiſement; 
and 
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The DEDICATION, 


rance, that I am, with the — 


"i Veneration, 


Honoured Sir, 


Your Moſt Obedient, 
Humble Servant, 


4 give the World an Aſſu- 


8 7 


res Et» EYRE 
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A Copy of VERSES, 


3 Spoke on Queen Elizabeth's BIRTH-Dav, 
At the Annual FFAST of the KING's 


SCHOLARS at Veſtminſter, for the 
Year 1729-30. 


R Fathers, gall'd with Reeg oppreſſive Yoke, 
6 Ip Provok d at length, their Iron Bondage broke; 
* 8 Bravely threw up the long uſurp'd Command, 
7 £5 7855 And ſwept the Pepa/ Locuſis from our Land. 
3 Ya ſuits, inch by inch, diſpute their Ground, 

And Schools at Doway, and St. Omers found ; 

In hopes once more our Iſland to enchain, 


And what they loſt by Men, by Boys regain, 

Bur Great Ea. Baffles their Deſign, 

Skiltull their deepeſt Arts, to Countermine, 

Jo guard our Faith, Schools riſe at her Command ; 

She rais'd the Church, new Ramparts, thro the Land: 

Thro' Ages Reformation to extend, 

And what by Men ſhe gain'd, by Boys defend. 

What Good from publick Education flows, 
This honour'd Day, this * ſhows: 


[2] 
Yet midſt the Joys of this Auſpicious Day, 
It bids our Fears, a decent Tribure pay. 
Ir has its Woe; each Year we ſtill bemoan 
Some Patron miſſing, ſome Mecenas gone. 
Etre yet our general Grief for Friend was Oer, 
Death ſtrikes again, and Caadiſb is no more. 
Mark with what envious Aim his Arrows tend, 
We {till had Candiſb, if we ſtill had Friend. 


Spoke in the Hall after Dinner. 


OW like you, Sir, the Splendor of to Day? 
I What, hes your Lordſhip, not a Word to ſay ? 
Can neither Verſe, nor Proſe, your Praiſes move? 
He ſure diſlikes, who cares not to approve. 
You view. with Scorn, our Antiquated ways, 
Queen Beſſes Golden Rules, and Golden Days. 
No powder'd Liveries attend us here, 
Hunger our Sauce, and Mutton is our Fare. 
Our worn-out Cuſtoms may provoke your Sport, 
How long the Graces, and the Meals how ſhort: 
Nor can our muſty Colledge, Life afford; 
A Bed, more faſhionable, than its Board. 
No State Alcove, or Wainſcoat can you ſee, 
Of Cedar old, or new Mahogeny. | 
To us, Poetick Furniture is given, 
Curtains of Night, and Canopy of Heaven : 
Qur Youths, which well-bred Gentlemen deſpiſe, 
Sleep with the Lamb, as with the Lark they riſe. 


Nay, Pray rs each Day. (ltrange Things to Modern Beaus) 


Open our Morning, and our Evening cloſe: 
Nor yet content with what at Home we do, 
Our Laws preſent us to the publick View. 
We to the Abby march, in White Array; 
Thrice ev'ry Week, beſides each Holiday. 
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What Boys of Rank could brook ſuch hard Com. 
Like meaneſt Choireſters to take their Stands; [ mans, 
Or Penitents, with Tapers in their Hands. 

But theſe Objections, Nohles may difown, 

Who ſeldom ſtoop to wear the daggled Gown. 

The School it ſelf, unmannerly they call, 

Like Death, a gen ral Leveller of all: 

Which ne'er regards the Priviledge of a Peer, 

What Race you ſprung from, or what Arms you bear. 
Boys on themſelves, not Anceſtors rely, 

Diſtinguiſh*d by intrinfick Quality. 

A Sawcy Commoner may take his Place, 

Who is my Lord, and is to be his Grace. 

Not ſo at Home, there due Diſtinctions made, 

And full Obeifance, to Degree is paid; 

Far milder Treatment, may his Honour meer, 

From Hand-maid gentle, and Polite Valet: 

With Footmen romp, which tinely muſt improve him ; 
And kiſs his Couſtgs, that his Aunts may love him. 
There the whole Kindred, join to form the Heir 
And Uncles, Grandfires, Grandmothers, are there. 
Bur oh, the enchanting Pleaſures, who can ſhow, 
That from the Kennel, and the Stable flow. 

When Honour quits the Cloſer, for the Fields; 

And all the Student, to the Sportſman yields: 
Perhaps ſome glorious Hunting Match defign d, 


3 Ev'n now, tho' abſent, riſes to your Mind; 


If not prevented by this luckleſs Day, 
How had you ſcour'd o'er Hills and Dales, a ur! 
By Foxes murther'd, glory to obtain; 
And boaſt three Vixens, in a Fortnight fin. 
Or had the generous Stag, with winged ſpecd 
A-crols whole Countries urg'd the ſtraining Steed; . 
2 ach 
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Each Tori/hire Riding might have view'd the Race, 
Your Horn, perhaps, have rung thro' Chevy-Chaſe : 
More could 1 ay, -——— — 
Bur hold, 'tis time you end, 

Who for a Renegade miſtake a Friend; 
And could you think one Son ſo void 'of Grace, 
To abjure his A/ma mater to her Face? 
How ſhould not ine with Irony diſpenſe, 
Who lends us Figures to adorn our Senſe. 
Why tis to gain her Smiles, our Parts we prove; gli 
To ſhew our Genius, is to ſhew our Love: | 
And you. the Judges, (ſince yourſelves inſpire, 
Or our Pacifick or Polemick Fire) 
Be candid, and abſolve the ger ral Aim, 
We argue different, bur we think the fame. 
Parents, whom Fonhdneſs, or the Faſhion {way:; 

Will breed their Child, beſure, the Modern way: 
No pedant Schemes that abject Minds controul, 
Should thwart the native freedom of the Soul; 
Him their own Eye o erlookS, own Modes refine ; ; 
And Maſlers powder'd, ev'ry Day to Dine. 
As for his pretty Head Mamma takes care, 
The Comb's well {ix'd, and nicely curl'd his Hair; 
And not one thing III warrant you Breeds there. 
Ev'n let the dirty Boys, ſo deem'd, be Fools ; 
And Trudge thro” Thick and Thin, to crowded Schools: 
Leaſt ſuch rude Noiſe, ſhould hurt his tender Brain; 
In his own Hall, Sir Timothy they Train. 
Moll tells him Stories, while ſhe ſweeps the Room; 
And he imbibes his Morals, from the Groom. 
At twelve Years old, the ſprightly Youth is able, 
To turn a Pancake, or to clean a Stable. 
Soon as the Clerk has Taught him all he can, 
They ſend to London for ſome abler Man. 
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[5] 
Dovvn comes a Frenchman, *©* Sir me Swear and Vow, 
Me be ſurprize, you make no bettre Bow, 
Rut me vil make you good Schollard, no fear; 
3 Bettre dan me my ſelf, in two tree Year. 
The Knight begins, and in a Litt'ral Senſe, 
Turns French to Engliſh, and makes Latin, French: 
Three Years, the Lady Mother, has the Joy 
To hear the Frenchman, and to ſee her Boy. 
IToò her it is a comfort, above all, 
That Tim ſhould Learn fo faſt, and grow ſo Tall. 
Kitty, my Ladies waiting Maid, was Siſter 
To Jom the Groom, who knew the Knight had kiſs'd her. 
3 Tom manages the Knight at ſuch a Rate, | 
le Beats the Frenchman, and he Marries Rare. 
So fondly the wiſe Mother lov'd the Child, 
7 She quite undid him, leaſt he ſhould: be ſpoil'd. 
This News, the Widow of the Neighb'ring Grange 
7 Heard wirh Suprize ; but I, ſays ſhe, will change, 
This unſucceſsful Method, and my Ferry, 
2 11 warrant fort, ſhall never thus Miſcarry. 
Prate with the Maids; no, him P11 breed up ſhyly; 
And ev'ry Servant ſhall ReſpeQ him highly. 
No trifling Monſieur, here ſhall give Advice; 8 


Ill' have ſome Senior Fellow, grave and wiſe; 
From either of the Univerſities. 

3: She ſaid, *ris done, the honeſt Man with pains 
Gender and Number, Mood and Tenſe explains: 
Jerry goes thro his daily Task, and thrives; 

From Inſpeech, at the Apple-rree arrives. 

Then ſtud ious Reads, what Be/gian Authors writ; 
And drains whole Nomenclators of their Wit. 
From hence, apace he grows, accompliſh'd fully, 
Has read Corderius, and has heard of Illy. 

Should Oxford next, or Parzs be his Chance; 1 

n 3 8 


[6] 
The laſt prevails, and he's equipt for France. 

He goes, ſees ev'ry Thing that rare and new is; 
And Hunts, like any A/derman, with Lewszs, 

Till the rich Fortune, or Mammas Command, 
Again reſtore him, to the Britiſb Strand; 

Then welcome, Sir, to bleſs your Native Land. 

But ſee, the proper Vacancy preſent ; 

And up he comes, full Fraught, to Parliament: 
There firſt his noble Heart begins to fink, 

Fain would he ſpeak, but knows not how to think, 
Howe er, he'll needs launch out beyond his reach; 
For who ne er made a Theme, makes no good Speech. 
Hence the loud Laugh, and ſcornful Sneer ariſe; 
Hence, round and round, the laſhing Raillery flies ; 
And thus, (fad ſhame) tho' now, ſome Twenty-four ; 
He's finely whipt, who ne'er was whipt before. 

While each mean Time, or Commoner, or Peer, 

That paſt the Diſcipline in Praftiſe here; | 
Convinc'd, applauds the Doctor's wholeſome Plan, 
Who made the Voungſter ſmart, to ſave the Man: 
And what, tho' ſome the good old Cauſe deſert, 
Grow learn'd with eaſe, and graſp the Shade of Art : 
For us, we foſter here no vain Pretence ; 

Nor fill with empty Pride, the void of Sence: 

We riſe with Pains, nor think the Labour ſlighr, 

To ſpeak like Romans, and like Romans write. 

"Tis outs, with Care, to Court the Claſſick throng ; 

To catch the Spirit, as we gain their Tongue : 

Tenjoy the Charms, in Cz/ar's Works that ſhine; 
Aud learn to glow at Vzrg:!!'s lofty Line. 

Thus *rwas, you mov'd, and thus in riper Years ; 
With ſuch Superiour luſtre, fill your Spheres : 

"Twas thus you learnt to riſe, nor can you blame, 

If as we tread your Steps, we hope your Fame, 
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nd Oh, may Weſtminſter, forever View, 
Sons after Sons ſucceed, and all like you! 
May ev'ry doubt, your great Examples clear; 
And Education, fix her Empire here! 


EPILOGUE to Amphitruo. 
Spoke by MERCURY. 


Ou'ave ſeen, to Night, the true Mercurial Scene; 
"Twas thus old Plautus drew his Harlequin: 

Not like the things we now call Pantomines, 

The Luns, and Keybers of the preſent Times. 

With theſe, the ſterling Wit, is all Grimace 

Tis the Fools Doublet, and the Monkey's Face: 

3 Tis Hurlothrumbo, Holland, Spain, and France; 

And Heav'n and Hell, all mer---tor whar---to Dance. 

But if you wonder, why the Roman Mule, 

Should for her 7ove, apart ill-ſuited choole. 

We mult confeſs, we ſometimes made as free 

With Sacred Characters, almoſt as ſhe. 

Yet, to your Favour, ſhe has juſt Pretence ; 

She may want Decency, but ne'er want Senſe : 


I Looſe as ſhe is, we ſtill here Beauties love; 


We ſee her Faults, - but by thoſe Faults, improve. 

So far let Plautus, nay, let Terrence Err--- 

But oh, what Nature, Strength and Stile are there. 

2 How juſt es ch Thought; each Character, how true; 
Worthy old Cato, Scipio, Rome, and you. 

> Then give, ye Judges, give the taſteleſs Age, 

Her Gothick Learning, and her Gotbicꝶ Stage, 

Old wit, ſhall, Year by Year, for you revive ; 

The only Roman Audience now alive. 

| STLVIUS 


[8] 
erg 


A TAL E. 


— a dark Vale, for Melancholy made, 

I Where Fw and Cypreſs mix their balefull Shade; 
Where murm'ring Waters fall, hoarſe Ravens Croak, 
And Screach-Owls hollow from the blaſted Oak. 
No ſight, or ſound of Joy, was heard, or ſeen; 
But ſable Horror, fill'd the gloomy Scene. 
Deſpairing Sylvius, quite diſtract with Love, 
Within the Thickeſt of this dreary Grove, 
Proſtrate, upon the noxious Earth, was laid 

A moſly Turf rais'd up his mournful Head: 


His Soul, o'erwhelm'd with Griet; breath d deepeſt Sighs, | 


The briny Drops, ſtood in his livid Eyes; 

And thus, in moving Accents, he expreſs'd 

The mighty Woes that rack'd his heaving Breaſt. 
Unhappy Youth ! Why would'ſt thou fondly prove 
The dreadful Power of almighty Love ! 

Soon as thy Eyes beheld the charming Dame, 
Thou plainly did'ſt perceive the growing Flame; 


Then, then, thou ſhould'ſt have check d the riſing Fire, 


And clip'd the ſpreading Wings of young Deſire; 

At once have fled the dear enchanting Maid, 

Nor for a ſecond fatal Wound have ſtaid. 

Thoſe Sparkling Eyes, that lovely featur'd Face, 
Adorn'd with every Beauty, every Grace; 

Her Snowy Neck, than Down of Swans, more ſoft ; 
Her finely riſing Breaſts, where Cupid oft ws 
| Ut 
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Wich Joy Repoſes; and her Boſom Loves, 
More than his Mother Venus, and her Doves; 
Her graceful artleſs Air, and Mein, to paint, 
All known Compatiſons, are far to faint; 
Her ev'ry Motion Charms whene er ſhe ſpeaks, 
Forth from her Coral Lips, ſweet Mulick breaks: 
Her ſmoothly flowing Wir, and Satyr keen, 
Would wound too deeply, were the Nymph unſeen, 
Wretch that I was! with Tranſport I gaz'd on, 
And took delicious Draughts of Poiſon down; 
Till my weak Soul, of Reaſons Aid berett, 
An eaſy Prey, was to the Victor left. 
Miranda Image, on my hapleſs Breaſt, 
In never-fading Colours, is expteſs'd : 
All other Objects, vaniſh from my Soul, 
The new all-Beauteous Prize, poſſeſs d the whole; 
Long Time I've ſtrove, but ſtill, alas, in vain, 
My former, happy Liberty, to gain: 
S8, Condemned in hopeleſs Slavery to dwell, 
And like the Damn'd, ſee Heav'n, yet live in Hell. 
Why vainly rave I thus againſt my Fate, 
Im Born to Love, nor will I tempr her Hate! 
Preſumptuous Man! How dar'ſt thou hope to move 
A Maid fo heavenly Fair, to grant thee Love! 
What Merit can'ſt thou boaſt, or how expcct 
To Charm a Nymph with all PerfeQions deck'd ! 
„ No, Die in Silence, wiſely Think berime, 
Ere thou too late repent the haſty Crime. 
How will Mirerda's Eyes peirce thro' thy Soul, 
When fir'd with Anger and Diſdain, they roll; 
If their mild Glances hurt thy dazled Eyes, 
Where wilt thou hide thee when the Light ning flies. 
That Face, whoſe Smiles, inſpire thy Soul with Joy; 
If ruffled by a Frown, as <A will deſtroy. 
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So the high Face of Heaven, Fair and Serene 


When the bright God of Day, adorns the Scene; 


And gentle Zephirs balmy Odours give, 
Pleas d the delighttui Froſpect we perceive: 

But it the Sun, bis gladning Rays denies, 

And pitchy Clouds invade the dark'ning Skies; 
If loos'd by £27, the loud Winds roar, 

And in fierce Storms, diſcharge their watry Store; 
When blaſting Lightning, from the ſable Cloud, 
Ulhers the Thunder, terrible and loud; 

The trembling Swain, who with delighted Eyes, 
Before admir'd the gay reſplendent Skies, 

From the approaching Tempeſt, frighted flies. 
For me, what help remains? Why do 1 live? 
Since nought but ſhe, the leaſt Delight can give? 
And Conſcious of my Worthleſneſs, I dare 
Not, ev'n by Looks, inform her what I bear ; 
Leaſt barr'd her Preſence, I an Exile go, 
Driven to eternal Baniſhment and Woe. 


Come wiſh'd for Death, releaſe my troubled Sprite, 


Clole my dim Eyes, in everlaſting Night ; 


Let my cold Urn reveal my piteous Tale, 


And tell Miranda, IJ her Victim fell. 
Oh, happy 'twere, could Death the Pain remove; 


And from my Soul, blot out my fatal Love : 


Vain Wiſh, I near ſhall feel one Moments Reſt, 
Tho' in the brighteſt Manſions of the Bleft. 

It my Mirands, with her boundleſs Charms; 
Oh killing Thought! e er bleſs anothers Arms; 
Ye Righteous Powers above, what e'er befal 
For this black Deed, your moſt diſtreſſed Thrall, 
Tho this Right-Hand, my ling'ring Fate prevent; 
And let out Life, to give my Sorrows vent; 
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Permit 
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Permit it not, that Fames injurious Breath, 

Should blame Miranda, tor her Silviuss Death. 

On her, your choiceſt Gifts, kind Gods beſtow ! 

Let every joy in vaſt abundance flow | 

No Sigh &er heave Miranda's ſpotleſs Breaſt, 

Nor melancholly Thought diſturb her Refi ! 

No Tears from thoſe Cœleſtial Eyes diſtill, 

But boundleſs Pleaſures wait upon her Will; 

Till Heaven demands her Virgin Soul above, 

To Sing Harmonious Anthems, fuli of Love! 

Then may officious Cherubs, guard her Bed; 

And Seraphs Hands, ſupport her drooping Head! 

Her Spirits may Ambroſial Fragrance Chor, 

And Sounds of Heavenly Lyres, delight her Ear! 

In Extacies of Bliſs, may ſne expire ; 

And by her Preſence, glad th' Anzellick Choir! 

So laying, he made bare his many Brcaſt; 

And with his Hand, his rhrobbing Heart he preſt. 

Peace, thou tumultous Thing, ſaid he, my Sword, 

To thy ſwift Motion, will a top afford: 

The Life Blood from its Fountain ſoon will flow, 

Heaven grant it be the Period of my Woe, 

The glittering Weapon from his Side he draws, 

And [trait had fall'n a Martyr to Loves Cauſe: 

When a loud Shriek, aſſail'd his frighted Ears, 

And lo, Miranda, to his Sight appears! 

Raviſh'd with Toy, Aſtoniſh'd with Surprize, 

He views the Beauteous Maid, with greedy Eyes. 

The happy Viſion ſcarcely he believ'd, 

And fear'd a Phantom, had his Senſe deceiv'd ; 

Till the kind Nymph, bluſhing, her Silence broke, 

And thus, in ſoft tranſporting Words ſhe ſpoke : 
Sylvizs, I've heard thy pity, moving Tale; 

And the ſad Truth, does o'er my Soul prevail; 

C 2 | J too, 
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I too, with equal Fire, have lov'd thee long, 
But Modelty bound up Miranda's Tongue; 
Fearing thy Harm, thy dangerous Steps I watch'd, 
And, Heaven be prais'd, from ſudden Ruin ſnatch'd. 
The Youth, with Rapture not to be expreſt; 

Flew in her Arms, and claſpt her to his Breaſt ; 
And from her melting Lips, ſweet Pledges drew, 
Of all the mighty Joys they had in View. | 
No Time for Words, impetuous Love allows; 

But ardent Kiſſes, ſpoke their mutual Vows ; 
Their mingl'd Souls, entranc'd in Bliſs extream, 
Experienc'd Joys Divine, with godlike Flame. , 
Not Jove himſelf, more energy apply'd ; 

When he enjoy'd Amphitryon's beauteous Bride: 
Such Love as this, the Gods mult ſure approve ; 
Whether in Marriage-Bed, or in a Grove. | 
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Very Toung and Beautiful. 


I. 
ELIN DA, blooming, tender Maid, 


Too Young to know her mighty Charms, 
Too Innocent to be afraid, | 


Flies, unſuſpeCting, to my Arms. 
II. But, 


[ 13 ] 
II. 


N But, who ſuch Tranſports can controul ? 
With Joy 1 ſeize 'my beautious Prize : 
Her cherub Smiles diſtract my Soul, 


Love wantons in her dazling Eyes. 


III. 
With glowing Lips, I preſs her Neck, 


And turn the Lilly to a Roſe, 
Her honied Lips, her dimpled Cheeks, 
And melting Eyes, more black than Sloes. 


IV. 
Till half aſham'd to revel ſo, 


In Joys, that might a God tranſport ; 
[ Bluſh, lealt ſhe my Pain ſhould know: 
Yet Die, to have her love me fort. 
> With each new Day, her Charms increaſe 3 
With them, her Wit and Beauty too : 


She 


[ 74 ] 
She ſoon will ſhun my fond Embrace, 
And dying Swains around her view, 


VI. 


What Dragons Care, can ſafely guard 


My Golden Fruit from Robber's Hands 
What Virtue's ſtrong enough to ward 
The Soul, if potent Love commands 


VII 
Soon as her heaving Breaſt ſhall glow, 


For Bliſs, of which ſhe knows no Name: 
My Vows, the rifing Fire ſhall blow, 
And animate the pleaſing Flame. 
VII. 
Then ere my lovely Pupil know, 
Her Sexes Vanity and Pride: | 
In ſome ſoft Hour, I'll reap my Joys, 
To all the admiring World deny'd. 
" 0 Belinda 
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Belinds too, by me inſpird, 
With equal Rapture ſhall be Bleft: 

The Exſtatick Thought, my Soul has fir d, 
What Angel's Tongue can ſpeak the reſt, 1 


Ceo 
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On the D EATH of Ca 
FOHN TEMPEST, M. D. 


7 ſolemn Grief be due for ought Below, 

At Tempeſts Urn, unnumber'd Eyes will flow; 

Apollo's ſelf, ſhall ſtrike the mournful Lyre; 

And weeping Muſes form a plantive Choir, 

If God-like Manners, Love of Humankind, 

A Mind, in every Faculty refin'd ; 

If uſeful Syſtems of abſtruſeſt Skill, 

A Power of doing Good, and ampleſt Will ; 

Could Ardent Pray'rs of Friends, or Merit, move 

High Heaven, Life's deſtin'd Period to remove; 10 
e 
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We ſtill were happy in his wond'rous Aid, 


Who Nature's ſecret Labyrinths ſurvey d; 

Where Nature's mighty God appears diſplay'd. 
Miraculouſly Skill'd in Healing Art, 

Zealous the blooming Bleſſing to impart. 

Virtue, in Tempeſ?'s bright Example, Charm'd; 

The good were Raviſh'd, and the worſt were Warm d. 
Humbleſt of Men, with every Grace adorn'd; 

The High ne er flatter d, nor the Meaneſt ſcorn' d. 
His Soul ſo near a- kin to thoſe above, 

Search d each beſt Thing below, nor could approve: 
Griev'd at our Weakneſs, gave his dying Pray'r; 
And Joyous Angels wing d him thro' the Air. 


If, when, disbodied Spirits, Knowledge take I 
Of former Friends, thee, Tzmpeſi, will J ſeek: 

With thee, in Halleluias to our God, 3 Or 
In Joy Exſtatick, ſoar the high Abode: 

Or hear thee Sing of Wonders far conceal'd, A 
From lower Angels Ken, to thee reveal'd: 

Thus, by thy much lov'd Preſence, ſhall J find Ar 


Heaven's Bliſs, ſtill more exalted and refin'd. 
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ACANTATA for 
st. CECELIA's Day. 


RECITATIVE. 
3 a Fountain's flowry Brink, 


Where Laura us'd to view her Charms; 
Sad Philaret, retir'd to Think 

On fatal Love's reſiſtleſs Harms. 

A piteous Sigh his Boſom rent, 

And gave his mighty Sorrows vent. 


Song by PHILARET. 
| Phebus; great God of Harmony, whoſe Charms 


The fainting Soul, with heavenly — warms; 


Aſſiſt an hapleſs Swain, 
Who martyr & by Diſdain, 
Too long in Cupid's Slavery confin'd, 


Implores thy ſoothing Aid to heal his Mind. 
D | Recti- 


9 
1 PRECITATIVE. 
Afollo heard the Shepherd's Pray'r, 


And gliding thro th*enlight'ned Air; Irn 

Cœleſtial Conſorts with him brought, Le 

And plac'd them in a Neighb'ring Grot. 'Ti 

1. | Th 

Song by APOLLO. O! 

Strike, ſtrike a- loud the ſounding Strings, 7 

4 While brisk reſponding Eccho ſings 3 un 


Exalt the Force of artful Sounds, 
To expall the Poiſon from his Wounds: 


Exalt each ſwelling tuneful Note, 0 
Till warbling thro' the Air, it float; 1 
And draws falſe Laura to the Grot. 314 


RE CITATIVE. 
But fee, the Beauteous Nymph appears, 
Her ſhining Eyes half drown'd in Tears: 
Begin, my Sons, diſplay your Art, 


And Love infuſe thro' all her Heart, 4, 
77s SONG, | 


And mournfully the Notes prolong: 
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S O. N G. 
Triumphant Beauty, born to Reign 


& The Queen of Love, thro all the Plain; 


Let Philaret thy ' Pity feel, 
Tis nobler, far, to fave, than kill: 
The Youth lies panting with Deſire, 
Oh, feed his ardent gen'rous Fire! 
Venus, who rules the Thrones above, 
Maintains her Sway, by mutual Love. 
RECITATIVE. 
The haughty Nymph, tranſport” at Thought 
Of Boundleſs Power, regards them nought : | 


Her flaſhing Eyes proclaim Diſdain, 


And pierce the Youth with donbled Pain, 


Song by Ar oO LL0, 
Vary ye Powers, the flatt'ring Song, 


Sound the Diſaſters of the Fair, 


And fill, with ſadneſs, —_ Air. 
2 


[ 
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S ON s. T 
Beauty, alas, vain fleeting Flower; 
The ſhort liv'd Glory of an Hour: 


When wrinkled Age comes ſtalking on, 


FF „ 7 


And all thy dazling Bloom is gone: 
What mighty IIls ſucceed thy Reign, 
When, for thy Pride, thou meet ſi Diſdain? 
Behold the haughty Nymphs, who late 
Enthron'd, like thee, deſpis'd their Fate: 
Who, Tyrant like, miſus'd their. Charms; 
And ſhun'd the imploreing Lover's Arms: 
Now pine alone the publick Scorn, 


Meer Prodigies, for miſchief born. 


Then ceaſe, vain Maid, thy lawleſs Sway; 
And ſtoop to Love, whom all Obey : 
Good Humour Ramps a laſting Grace, 

On ev'ry Feature of thy Face: 

Submit betime, e're Age comes on, 


And all thy Pow'r, to Charm, is gone. | 
| Tho 
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Tho' Philaret now Sues in vain, 
Hell ſoon ſhake off thy hated chain;. 


And bleſs a Nymph more heavenly Fair; 
Forbear thy Scorn, vain Maid, forbear. 


RECITATIVE. 
With glowing Ears, 
Fair Laura heats; . 
a By Muſick 's Aid, P 
The melting Maid, 
A Lover turns, 
Tranſported burns. 
To dying Philaret, ſhe flies, 
Who read her Paſſion, in her Eyes; 
Reclin'd her Head upon his Breaſt, 
And, made the Youth for ever bleſt. 


S ON G. 
Muſick, the Food of growing Loves, 


Iaſpird by Gods, ViQtorious proves; 


- Eack 
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Fach boiſt rous Paſſions force, it ſooths ; 
The horrid face of Diſcord ſinooths : 
Exalts the raviſh'd Soul to Joy, 
Beyond the PoWr of Hell, t' annoy ; 

It animates the Hero's Breaſt, 

The Lover lulls in balmy Reſt : 

Its Power, een ſavage Beaſts confels, 


Heav'n owes to Harmony, its Bliſs. 


* 


Grand CHORUS. 


Then loudly ſound its Fame, 


Jo Heav'n, from whence it came: 


Let evry Tongue in Chorus join, 


To chant its Praiſe, in Airs Divine. 
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4 LETTER from a Clergy» 


man in the Country 
Friend in London, 


DEAR SIB, 


Egarding neither Blame nor Praiſe, 
Whither I merit Birch or Bays, 
or 


once I will attempt in Rhyme, 

To tell you how I ſpend my Time. 

Imprimis her ; In Summer Weather, 
The Sun and I do riſe together; 
Then hurry ing illiam out to Plow, 
I call to Arne to milk her Cow; 
Then take my Cane, and walk at Eaſe, 
To ſee what Pigs are in my Peaſe ; 
Where if I ſpy the grov'ling Snout, 
Iclap, and Keeper hunts them out; 
Then mend the Gap, by driving Stake faſt, 
And home again I come to Breakfaſt : 
Now all the Time, till Breakfaſt ends, 
We talk o'er all our Ongar Friends, 
And thus, perhaps, my Wife begins; 
I.can but think Sir ohn had Twins: 


to bis 


How 
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How ſtrange, ſays ſhe, do Things go on, 
Some can have two, *and lome have none ; 
Now ſuch Diſcourſe to me is grating, 
So I turn off to other Prating, 

And talk of Sir- Fobn A--fs marrying, 

Or Lady Mary's laſt miſcarry ing, 


Or any other foreign Chat, 


To rid her Head and Thoughts of that: 
Tho' whiſpring now, my Thoughts to thee, 
I think it hard as well as ſhe. 

But tell me, do your Cheeks ne'er burn, 
For you are talk'd of in your Turn; 

Nay, ev'ry one, without a Lie, Sir, 

From good Sir John, to poor Will Spicer. 


Now loit'ring thus, as long as fitting, 
Ito my Book, and ſhe to Knitting; 
But, by the way, obſerving this, 
We never part without a Kils, 
And every Day, thus from Monday, 
I'm thinking what to ſay on Sunday; 
And ſo fit muſing all alone, Ry 
Until our Pariſh Clock ſtrikes One; 
When from the loweſt Stair 1 hear, 


My Wife calls ou. Come down, my Dear, 


For Dinner's ready Wherel ſee 
A decent plain Frugality ; 

There's nothing wanting, nor profuſe, 
A well-ied Duck, ot ſeaſon d Gooſe ; 
Or Beans or Peaſe, or Barn-door Hen, 
Or roaſted Pig, my Due from Ten ; 
Nor in the Seaſon am without 

The Silver Eel, or Speckled Trout ; 


H 
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And tho' I almoſt keep from Wine, 
As ſtric as Few abſtain d from Swine ; 
Yet does my Side - board never fail, 
To furniſh Beer, and well-brew'd Ale; 
Nor a Deſert, when Fruit is ripe, 
And after that I take my Pipe: 

That done, why then I nod perhap, 


And lean my Head to take a Nap. f 


Mean while. ſome honeſt Friend does come, 
And asks my Maid if I'm at home; 

If Fifty Pounds he rents a Year, 

I bid him then to draw his Chair ; 
With him diſcourſing, I am told 

How at laſt Fair, the Cattle {old ; 

And many uſeful Things J know, 

As when to Plough, and when to Sow ; 
When to Manure is proper Time, 

And which is fitteſt, Dung or Lime: 
So talk we till he leaves my Houſe, . 
Then thank him, and falute his Spouſe; 
And, being of a well-bred Nation, 

He ſays he'll uſe my Commendation, 
'Tis well accepted by the Dame, 

And ſhe returns it with ſome Cream. 
And now the Sun extends its Shade, 
We walk perhaps in neighb'ring Mead; 
Cloſe by whoſe verdant flow'ry Side, 
The Silver Waves in Murmurs glide; 
There ſporting Fiſh, with ſudden Riſe, 
Catch at the too unwary Flies ; 

Or where ſome Fiſher with his Hook, 
And Rod, extended o'er the Brook, 
Watches his Float with careful Look. 
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Or elſe, beneath a ſpreading Oak, 


I fill another Pipe, and Smoak, - 


And ſee my Lambs their Frolicks play, ; 

And 1o your Friend waſtes out the Day. © is 
Then home returning, Pray'rs are ſaid, 

Will makes his Bow, and all to Bed. 

But now, methinks, I hear you mutter, 

What, all to Bed, without a Supper; 


Why, Faith, I own I would conceal, 


What 'tis no Credit to reveal. 

But yet, it that wou'd give you Eaſe, 
*Tis picking Bones, or toaſted Cheeſe, 
And this concludes, at preſent, from 
Your faithful humble Servant Tom 
Evans had ſpoil'd the Verſe before, 
But now it makes a Verſe the more. 


3 


You know, there's no Epiſtle ends, 
Without ſaluting of one's Friend; 
My Duty then attends my Mother, 
My Love to Siſter, and my Brother; 
And, not to make my Letter longer, 
Salute all Friends at Chipping Ongar. 
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D: 0:0: 0.005030 
The HERMIT and LOVERS. 


KATA 


= was an Hermit venerably ſage, 

Of Life devout, and rev'rend hoary Age; 
Amongſt fair Leons Mountains long Time dwelt, 
Nor ought of worldly Cares, or Paſſions felt; 
But from his Infancy by's Farents, dead, 

In that retired Solitude was bred ; 

Save his dead Parents, ne'er had human Face 
Engag d his Eyes, ſince in that lonely Place: 

A Cave his Lodging was, of maſſy Stone, 

With Ivy Green, and*ſpreading Moſs o'ergrown 
A bubling Silver Spring roſe near his Door, 


Which rolling down the Mountains, made a pleaſing Roar. 


The Entrance of this lovely Grot was grac'd 
With the firſt Rays that brighten d up the Eaſt , 
At whoſe glad Warning, each ſucceeding Day 
The pious Hermit, wakeful, roſe to pray; 
His blameleſs Life (if ſuch a Life there be) 
Was one continued Aft of Piety; 
His temperate Diet was the Mountain-Fruits, 
The Cryſtal Water, and Salubrious Roots : 
So e er the Flood the lone-liv'd Patriarchs led, 
With daily Toil they earn d _ daily Bread. 
2 
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But ſoon as Luxury and baneful Eaſe, 


Theſe firſt· born Giant-Sons of Heaven, did ſeize, 
Such dire Diſorder did the Globe confound, 
That by an univerſal Deluge, it was drown'd, 
The Hermit, deeply read in Nature's Books, 


Studied the Skies with obſervant Looks; 


Their Motions well he knew, and Influence, 
How Light and Heat they did to all diſpenſe ; 


Their beauteous Order, perfect Harmony, 


Proclaim aloud the Ruler of the Sky. 
Oft' had his wand ring Soul enquir'd in vain, 
Nor could the hidden Myſtery explain, 
Why all the Brute Creation ſhould be bleſt 
With each a Partner to his Den or Neſt, 
Whilſt he alone without his Like was made, 
Denied a Fellow-Creature's uſeful Aid. 
Was this vaſt Earth, ſaid he, that wondrous Sky, 
And all the bright Inhabitants on high, 

Form'd only for the Uſe of Birds and Beafts? 

Has Heav'n to theſe giv'n out its bigh Beheſts? 

They ſeem unworthy much the glorious Care, 

Birds prey on Birds, and Beaſts on Beaſts make War : 
No, ſure, for nobler Creatures they are giv'n, 

Such, whoſe aſpiring Souls can ſoar to Heav'n ; 
Study its Works with Wonder and Delight, 

And praiſe its mighty Maker Day and Night; 

Who, bleſt with reaſoning Minds and various Speech, 
Nature's deep Secrets to each other teach; 

Who live in mutual Love, and ſhare the Joys 

Pour'd down upon them, from indulgent Skies: 

And ſince inferior Beings do ſupply 

A numerous Race of Mortals, e're they die, 
Heav'n to theſe alone, hath not conhin'd, 

The Gadlike Means, to propagate their Kind.“ 


Almighty 
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Almighty Pow'r, my gen' tous Soul's on fire, 
Forgive, that thus —— [ aſpire; 

Let me, by Ways to me as yet unknown, 

Create a Race of Beings, like my own, 

To people this thy World, and fing thy Praiſe, 
Where: e er the Sun flings round his glorious Rays. 
One Ev'ning his accuſtom'd Walk he took, 
Along the Margin of a murm'ring Brook; 

On either Bank proud Oaks and lofty Pine, 

Their tow'ring Heads, to form a Shade did join; 
The airy Choriſters, with tuneful Throats, 

Did warble all around their melting Notes; 
Woodbine, and Roſes wild, entwind the Trees, 
Whoſe grateful Odours floated in the Breeze. 

As here the-ſolitary Hermit ſtray d, 

He ſpy'd at Diſtance from him, thro' the Shade, 
Two human Forms, who on the verdant Earth 
Repos d themſelves, and ſeem'd inclin'd to Mirth , 
They both were young, he ſhone with manly Grace, 
And Heav'n was open in her blooming Face: 
With greedy Eyes the well-pleas'd Hermit view'd, 
The happy Sight, with Joy his Soul ſubdu'd ; 

Bur leſt he might diſturb the beauteous Pair, 
Trembling his Steps he took, with cautious Care, 
And as he nearer drew, he could perceive 

The Fair One's Milk-white Boſom gently heave; 
With Pleaſure on the Youth her Eye ſhe fed, 

Full of Deſire and Love, with glowing Red; 

Her Cheeks were ſtain d, ſoft Sighs ſtole from her Breaſt, 
Which the enamour'd Youth, with Rapture preſt: 
Her Roſy Lips he paſſionately kiſt, 

With Eagerneſs embrac'd her yielding Waſt ; 

Their Eyes, inflam'd by Love, did ſwiftly roll, 

Ar ev'ry Kiſs they ſeem'd to breath a Soul; 


FRO | [ 30.] 


In amorous Tranſport, long entranc'd they lay, 
And in ſoft Dalliance clos'd their joyous Play. 
The Hermit, well convinc d, by what he'd ſeen, 
There wanted not his Aid to furniſh Men; 
With Tranſport fill'd, back to his Cave withdrew, a 
And left the Pair, their Pleaſures to purſue. 


To 


To Dr. CRO X AI, 


On bis Sermon Preach d on the 
3oth of January, 1729-30. 


Rithee, Sammy, reflect, can there be ſuch a Thing, 

As taking the Wicked away from the King? 
At the Rate the World goes, and Religion now ſtands, 
The Saint * the Sinner, can hardly change Hands: 
What Good would the Subject obtain by thoſe Means, 
But be diverſely pinck d under different Scenes? 

The Fox in the Tale would not change his old Fleas, 
| For fear a ficſh Set ſhould afford him lefsEafe 
Who 


[ 32 ] 


Who would'ſt thou put there then, but thoſe full as bad, 


Till withchoppingandchanging tue Court would run mad: 


T would be mending no Moral, but alt ring a Name, 


So round about R- - 2, the Play is the ſame. 
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